KAI LUNG'S GOLDEN HOURS

THE STORY OF LAO TING AND THE LUMINOUS
INSECT

It is of Lao Ting that the saying has arisen, " He
who can grasp Opportunity as she slips by does not
need a lucky dream."

So far, however, Lao Ting may be judged to have
had neither opportunities nor lucky dreams. He
was one of studious nature and from an early age
had devoted himself to a veneration of the Classics.
Yet with that absence of foresight on the part of
the providing deities (for this, of course, took place
during an earlier, and probably usurping, dynasty),
which then frequently resulted in the unworthy
and illiterate prospering, his sleeve was so empty
that at times it seemed almost impossible for him"
to continue in his high ambition.

As the date of the examinations drew near, Lao
Ting's efforts increased, and he grudged every
moment spent away from books. His few avail-
able cash scarcely satisfied his ever-moving brush,
and his sleeve grew so light that it seemed as
though it might become a balloon and carry him
into the Upper Air; for, as the Wisdom has it, ""A
well-filled purse is a trusty earth anchor."^ On food
he spent even less, but the inability to procure light
after the sun had withdrawn his benevolence from
the narrow street in which he lived was an ever-
present shadow across his hopes. In this extremity
he patiently and with noiseless skill bored a hole
through the wall into the house of a wealthy
neighbour, and by this inoffensive stratagem he
was able to distinguish the imperishable writings
of the Sages far into the night. Soon, however,
the gross-hearted person in question discovered the
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